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quite dans la note of this holy place. For he was a monk in a white habit, and he ambled into the camp astride an ass.
As he neared my tent, the animal took fright at something and shied violently, landing the venerable padre on his back at our feet. Luckily, he was not hurt. He diagnosed my case as one of sunstroke and malarial chill.
As soon as he heard the nature of my malady, Halil declared himself ready to prescribe. He requested permission to sprinkle my head with cold water. " For," he declared, " there where the sun has hit your head the water will bubble and boil, and when once we have in that way located the spot the cure is easy. Cold wet compresses will do the rest! " - I took the padre's medicine, but I was so anxious for relief from the terrible pain I was suffering that I accepted Halil's ministrations also. But neither he nor the missionary cured me effectually, and it was several days before it was possible for us to continue our journey.
Our next move was to Cana, where, as in Nazareth, the people are extraordinarily good-looking. Thence next day we set out for Tiberias.
On our way we photographed a Bedouin camp, and later some Greek priest-pilgrims journeying to Tiberias. We met many Christian Syrian pilgrims going to Jerusalem for the Easter festival. Some travelled on camels; others we met were seated on an inverted kitchen-table fixed to a camel's back!
A group of women going to harvest came marching along with a swinging stride, one of them balancing on her head her child in its wooden cradle.
Another family party, whom we saluted as we passed,IN THE HOLY LAND                155
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